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Ix the olden time musick was the voice of song. The verse has 


een handed down; not so the melody. After giving birth to poesy 


the note died away midst the echoes of the grove or the banquet- 


But the numbers are yet alive with its magical spirit, and in 


rhythm may be seen the foot-prints of tone. So also is the elo 


sence of spell-full antiquity a tradition. The speeches graven in 


nduring letters by Demosthenes and Cicero, like the ode which has 


wrvived its parent lyre, lack the impassioned voice, the animated 


sture, even as the dried and scentless treasures of the herbal 


sess no longer life or perfume Again, as the oration aroused 


snd reflected the sentiments of the assembled crowd, and the lyrick 


and 





rmonized with the clang of triumph, or silver note of revelry, so 





may the hour of danger or festivity again produce an orator, a bard, 


sithough the forum is now desolate and the pwan forgotten 





early ode was the first glad crv in which infant humanity u 


sentiments of celight at the beauty of nature, at the glory of 





existence, and of joy that it could proclaim them. With increasing 


years the voice and ear have gained in tone and melody, but not in sen- 





timent. Therefore do Amphion, Orpheus, and Linus; Pindar, Sappho, 
and Anacreon, remain the unsurpassed types of the verse they found 
It were curious to trace the descent of song flowing through cen- 
tries, fertilizing 
sands to posterity. To watch the out-branchings of the stream, now 
effering the cloister in the sacred chaunt, now the castle in the 
troubadour’s ballad, and now uniting with the neigh, the shout, 
and the clash of the battle-field. Ever accompanying man, it ex- 
its forms and combinations as complex as those of society 
But musick and poesy have parted company. Independent of 
each other, both are tributary to seutument—fnends and allies still, 
but no longer inseparable 
T 
has carved out for himself a kingdom, and perpetuates the creations 
Hereafter the couplet and the air, each will live, and, 


But the elo- 





hus while the poet ever reigns in his own dominion, the artist 
| his genius. 
when united, become fraught with a double vitality. 
juent string portrays the deepest folds of human emotion, and 
musick has assumed all the forms of poctry—witness the heroick 
and pastoral, and other symphonies of Beethoven—-even as the latter 
first borrowed its rhythmick beat 

The musical drama is one of the triumphs of the last century, so 
listinguished for its fertility in mighty events. When the roar of 
revolution is forgotten, the divine harmonies of Haydu and Sebas- 
tan Bach will survive, like requiems, the buried passions of those 
favs of convulsion, and the operas of Gluck and Piceini re-produce 
art outlive mortality, and 

The 

French revolution lie, as the forest tree, where they fell, while 


Metastasio, and eternal 


the emotions they depict. Thus does 


testify to the immutability of human nature many heroes ol 


the laurel ever blooms around the tomb of 





melodies resound the name of Mozart 
Mozart! The A: 


Did these so recently become 


and the Magick 


inmates of the temple of 


Me tastasio : hille san Se rros, 


Flute ' 
Fame They whose verse and song have filled our ears from the 


cradle upward, mingled with the hymns of Luther and Homer's 


tong! Alas, how fleeting is existence ! and yet what may its span 
not comprehend. But vesterdav died and was buried here the rival 
f : 


friend of the composer. One whose | 





the bard, e comprised 


ial revolutions—1776, 1789, 1830; Washington, Mirabeau, 


mee 80 
’ . 
Lafavette—and embraced the birth and death of Mozart, Napoleon, 
' ' 


Lord Byron, and Walter Scott '—the modern deities of musick 


conquest, of poesy, and of romance. Lorenzo ps Ponte lived 


tv years. ‘Twenty successive illustrations of similar longevity 


would connect the present hour with the days of our Saviour, and 





and down to us the holy traditions through one living and authentick 








hain. And such is time! 
lhe death of Da Ponte natur awakened the foregoing reflec 
s His haine, assoc ated with the nascent love of his native 
e, its musick and its poesy, among us, is entwint d with the mm- 
nspirations of Mozart, and shone triumphantly at the lit 
st era in the hfe of the musical drama—t production of Don Guw- 





The intimate sy 


npathy that unites the poet to the 





. which when 





pre sel 


world becomes its possession a! d glory, was, in the case before 


Nozze di Figaro engendered 


s, more than a temporary tie 





etween the authors a friendship which endured long after the ap- 
arance of its dissolute younger brother, and we should be wanting 
fratitude to the artist, did we refuse a share of the honour in 





which his musick will ever live to the faithful interpreter of its 


The life of the latter was, moreover, a singular tissue of 


meaning 


the joys of man, and bearing down its golden 


it 





romantick incidents and sober reality, while the former pertshed in 
Death was the first cloud that 


the sunshine of Mozart, while by a brief glance at his ca: 


the vigour of illusion tercepted 
crwe shall 
see that Da Ponte’s earliest days were overcast 


We learn by his autobiography that the old poet we have just 


buried was born onthe tenth of March, 1749, at Ceneda, a small town 





in the Venetian states, endowed with a bishoprick and seminary 
His father was a poor leather-dealer, under the Mosaick law, in the 
precepts of which, from his early knowledge of Hebrew, we are 
induced to believe Lorenzo was brought up until his fourteenth year 
instructed, and feel humilia- 


ng the 


At this age, anxious to become 
ghtened publick opinion 


hef His origin 


had hitherto closed to him the doors of the common schools, and he 


tion of a social position on which an unen! 


leaned with prejudice, he sought in Christianity a r 


now found in the semimary the elementary education he stood 


Lorenzo Da Ponte. name he as 


In those days the conversion of an 


in need of, and in the Bishop, whose 


sumed, a protector Israelite 





which ex 
Accord 
the 


was a source of high gratification in the church, 


tended its support to the family of the person converted 


ingly, the brother of Lorenzo was also placed by the bishop in 


seminary of Ceneda, where the latter soon made notable progress 
in humanitary stodies, 7. ¢ in the Latin tongue and classicks 


Six years alter he procee ded, at the death of his patron, to the 
seminary of Porto Guaro, where certain notions of philosophy and of 


phy sical and mathematical science were hinted at, not taught. There 


were no schools, at that time, in Italy, where liberal sciences were 
' 


properly professed ; and the year passed by him as a disciple in this 


institution, was dé 


of his Latin stud 


new voted by young Da Ponte to the prosecutior 


es,and to the secret perusal of the Italian classicks, 


which he occasionally essayed to imitate During the ensuing two 


Professor of Rhetorick, and 


tons of 





vears he discharged the fur 
thus sealed his devotion to helices jettres. ‘There is also reason to 


believe that in order to benefit his family he took orders and cele 


brated mass 





His next peregrination was to Venice, that fairy town of which 
the true features in those days of gaiety and voluptuous extrava 
gance, have not vet found ther Juve I Here he had two oppor 
tunities of establishing himself im life, which he declined; and im 
his own words we find a confirmation of our view that he had 
entered his noviciate. A ring to the election for aregadorn, (an im 





portant office in the Venetian State he found an opponent 


Pisar i, against whom he wrote a satirical sonnet, In consequence 


of which he was exiled from Venice This production, composed 
n the Venetian dia ect, appears in his memoirs, and st | pre Servcs a 
certain warm and popular eloquence 

On leaving Venice he hastened to Goriz a small town of the 


Friul, ier An 


there, forged a letter in which Da Ponte wes invited to 


on the Italian front enemy, td be md of his presence 


accept an 





ionourable post at the court of Dresden Behold him on his way 
to the lovely capital of Saxony, On reaching which he discovers the 
fraud 1 nposed upon him Hay g no other occupation U he 
translated five psalms of David, by which he acquired acquaintances 


and protection. Thence he voyaged to V enna, supp! ed with a 


letter of recommendation to Salier, the cdlebrated composer, an 
opportunity of labouring in whose be esented itself 





ait soon | On 


lished the numerous pensions she had scattered about with so lavish 


a hand at the expense of the state Metastasio, the old Cwsarean 


uch he fancied an insult 





poet, so keenly felt this act, w 


merit and long services, as to fall sick and die before learning that 


, by the emperour an exception had been made in his favor Then it 


was that Da Ponte aspired to write for the Italian theatre of Vienna, 


although neither he nor Casti, who both subsequently composed 
dramas for the in perial stage, inherited the title, the office, or the 
salary of Pveta Caesareo; this mour having ceased on the death 


of Metastasio, who succeeded A 


lo the emperour was the new poet presented by Sale and the 
Ir +} ‘ 
result of xs erview waa, that Da Ponte vho had not vet writ 
ten for the theatre sho Is ¢ f in an opera adapted t 


vv the mars Altho Rk dun Gun his 


rusick first 
atte t proved ut ccecsst sla e stim ated hin to renewed 
efforts He spe vi 1 ed the Cosa R vw Marti and hie 
Vo- di I 0 i DP (; mn. con med for the musick of 
Mozart, establis 1 his iT samelo-d tick poet 

At this " . y ot ‘ ‘ re vy man, a « t 
steals me hin to the ‘ ‘ ‘ sf pt Are we 

efals i t st s sacrifiwe Appreciate we tts str 

. ‘ * Div ad ves tens of 

sands w vets I Y { | or Non P Andra, ne 
ever r who wi M ! ch less who wrote those ar 
nated sta 4 s l s ‘ ie \é is he 4 et are 
vet such songs, ma lto such cade cs volve the glory and 

strate the Xistences 0 t “ co rated theur lowes, the 
one tom k, the o » letters, and who have gone down to the 
tom r ed by 

Jose the Sr 1, who pas tely loved the opera d sympa 
t d not w Ca protected the vo Venetian bard The 
atte ecame h | secretary when need was to indite an eprstle 


} 











0 some court at wh j French language had not vet been adopted 
as the diplomatick me n In the course of a theatr | hfe, it is 
impossible fk Aplayvwr tor composer to avoid wounding the fee 
sol sou one or other of the ens ve followers of Thesis Da 
Ponte was not d cd to escape s tate umd s ary enemies, 
hie ed 1 ” cl flere 1, contrived, on the dec ase 
f the « our ) ) ex 1 from Vienna Relying 
pon the promp s ol ‘ ul never fated him, and 
confident the Aust ‘ 1 w sé r scone for the exer 
crse of s r ‘ al re to La F I, who promised to 
re ! 
>) s 0 s t ‘ ice a ’ no remarkalhle » ye haps, 
, v on record between emy t da subject i master 
da fe favour Dis is re tered m our hero's au 
bie vy, and d be read, of one would form any idea of the 
hete venoous clements of w scl for was made up He 
ldressed Le : 9 ) the latter ordered him to 
pine d speak ve posture of entreaty, he displayed 
' 1 courage and eat tenacity, nay, obstinacy of purpose Al 
tha Ws curions erview, with its ed firmness and humil: 
i fared | tta Its Olmect, a revocation of hrs exile, it, ne 
ve cles t : ext te ‘ "w Mozart, the mest 
strik eve {Da P es fe It occurred at Trieste, where, 
unable to co elt ‘ rto do ' stice, he renounced the 
s ‘ ‘ ed I ‘ : l n thence he proceeded 
vit sw ) Par sa ] 
Ihe It " eof t reat etropolis having been recently 
‘ ned by re, a pe mt ned |] r co the proect of 
econstruct t bys " of acecun ating shares, @ 
Da I e now bee ‘ t ad seeretary ; and, in 
Ke en ences, we find me ol his 8 ra fanciful 
a ca 1 ct ate ‘ ne 
the vear IS05, 1 t have bee see 
v ‘ s hose ‘ ! cx ed pom 
and pos ! a te ( Roman be v 
ri ‘ ce -. iv ‘ ‘ 1 re y Lrightened to enthu 
siasm or became intense with or nd enframed in a clas 
sick pro ‘ of flow r, « y of omen, and the self-posses 
sion of conscious talent ese met and arrested the passing gaze 
It us, J trust, easy to recog e Swnor Da Ponte even ina sketch 
w! 1 does hun so little stice The bankruptey ol his associate 
vad involved his tort es, and he left London for America, unable 
oO avert er {'] 
Fifteen thousand dollars, saved from the wreck by the prudence 
and econo 0 s wile and sister-in-jaw, constituted the lortune of 
this party (pon the failure of several commercial speculations, 


gin _E 


a. the poet embraced a vocation worth 


zabethtown, in Sunbury, and, we believe, in 


his tastes and 
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acquirementa, the diffusion of the Italian language among the edu- 
cated portion of the thriving community of New-York 

In 1811, at an age when cease the activities of most men, a new 
era commenced in the life of Da Ponte. Becoming naturalized here, 
he directed henceforth his whole energies to the propagation of his 
native language and literature among his new and intelligent coun- 
trymen. ‘That these efforts, extending through a second life of 
thirty years, were crowned with success, our present cultivation of 
the Italian muse and rich collections of her noblest works are the 
amplest testimony. The laurel and the oak of Petrarch and of Dante 
interweave their branches with the bright foliage of the American 
grove; and more than two thousand pupils, listening bene ath its 
shade to the sonnet and the epick from thé trembling lips of the an- 
cient bard, have echoed throughout the new world their imperish- 
able glory 

That this enthusiasm, which subsequently gained for him the pro- 
fessorship of his native tongue in Columbia ‘ollege, communicated 
to others its electrick influence, we will cite an instance Signor Da 
Ponte was fond of relating. It was of one of his pupils, a lovely young 
girl, = whose cheek the death-germ of consumption had upshot 
its early prophetick bloom. In her fading state, she received, one 
day, the visit of her old master; and, aware how he treasured up 
every word spoken in praise of his native language, she playfully 
said, * Signor Da Ponte, I am so glad to have learned Italian; for 
sure am I it must be the language of the happy country into which I 
trust soon to pass away.” One of our most accomplished scholars 
thus writes to his old Italian professor :—*‘* For what you have done 
for Italy and the cause of letters, so long as there remains a spark 
of taste among us for the belles lettres, the name of Da Ponte, 
‘clarum et reneralile nomen,’ will be held in veneration ; and his 
scholars of our, as well as of the gentler sex, will remember, in the 
decline of life, the hours passed by them in pleasing conversation with 
their elegant and cultivated tutor, as among the sweetest moments of 
their existence ; and it is, therefore, my dear sir, that I pray you to 
let this suffice, and not aspire to acquire for yourself alone the whole 
glory of the universe.” 

It was a day of joy for the old patriarch when came among us 
Garcia, with his lovely daughter, then in the morning of her glory ; 
Rosich, the inimitable buffo; Angrisani, with his tomb-note ; and 
Madame Barbiere, whom we still remember in the white satin of 
{menaide—all led by our buried Almarirva.* Don Giovanni tn- 
umphed as erst at Vienna, and the double lived old man thus shared 
in this and other successes of the Italian stage, what he had little 
dreamed of on this side the Atlantick “The Barber,” ‘ Tan- 
credi,” “Otello,” and other musical creations, rendered the winter 
of 1825-6 an epoch in the story of New-York society, by first in- 
spiring a taste for the works of the model-masters in musick 

Alas! that joyous troop hath vanished! Its brightest ornament 
perished of excess of fame, as others die in pursuit of it. Upon the 
cheek of the Muse the tear shed for Malibran is not yet dried, nor ts 
hushed among us the echo of the requiem Europe sang over her 
grave. Angrisani hath gone to join * the Commander,” in the shades 
where Garcia preceded him; and a silent vessel but yesterday 
brought back the body of Almaviva to his native shores 

All these Lorenzo Da Ponte survived! Indeed the indefatigable 
ardour which “ hoped to enkindle a new light in his old age by the 
introduction of the opera, and that the allurements of its songs would 
in some induce and in others re-invigorate the desire of compre- 
hending a language which is the most delightful vehicle fer the 
transmission of the melody of the voice,’*+ seem to us one of the 
touching features of the old man’s life. It was the mountaineer 
sighing for the melodies of his fatherland ; for, need we add, the opera 
is to the Italian what the Ran: des Vaches is to the countrymen 
of Tell 

Again, his untiring zeal it was which in 1832 procured for us 
anew the enjoyment of the Italian opera, and invited hither the 
company of Montressor. In short, whenever the words musick and 
Italian were coupled together, the old bard became rejuvenesced, 
enthusiasm lit up his eye, and love of the literature and song of his 
native land thus remained until death a worship and a ruling passion. 

The closing thirty years of an existence, so rife with incident and 
adventure, terminated in this city at nine o'clock on Friday evening, 
the seventeenth instant, (August, 1838,) just three months after the 
decease of Prince Talleyrand, whom he preceded five years upon 
the stage of life. Like that illustrious statesman he died in tie 
catholick faith, of which he had for some time past been an ardent 
promoter 

Two days previous to this event his sick chamber presented an 
interesting spectacle. Doctor J. W. Francis, his friend and kind 
physician since the old operatick days, and to whom the aged poet 
had in gratitude addressed a parting ode on the day preceding, per- 
ceiving symptoms of approaching dissolution, notified his numerous 
friends of the change in the venerable patient. It was one of those 
afternoons of waning summer, when the mellow sunset foretels ap- 
proaching autumn. The old poet's magnificent head lay upon a sea 
of pillows, and the conscious eye still shed its beams of regard upon 
all around him. Besides several of his countrymen, were assembled 
some remnants of the old Italian troupe, who knelt for a farewell 
blessing around the pallet of their expiring bard; among them the 
fine head of Fornisari and Signor Bagioli’s benevolent countenance 
All wept as the patriarch bade them an affectionate and dignified 
adieu, and implored a blessing on their common country. The 
doctor, watching the flickerings of the life-torch, stood at the head of 
the couch, and a group of fearful women at the foot, completed a 
scene not unlike the portraiture we have all seen of the last hours 
of of Napole eon Bonap varte. 





*D. L. of | New-York. t Extract from his letter on the Italian corps. 


On Monday afternoon (twentieth of August) a long train of mourn- 
ers followed the remains of Da Ponte to the cathedral. The coffin, 
borne on the shoulders of .men, displayed the appropriate laurel- 
wreath, and was preceded by a banner where, on the black ground of 
mourning, was traced in golden characters this admirable device— 

Launentivs Da Ponte. | 
Italia. Natus. 


Litterarum. Reipublicae. et. Musis. 
Dilectissimus 


Patriae. et. Concivium. Amantissimus. 
Christianae. Fidei. Cultor. Adsiduus. 1} 
In. Pace. et. Consolatione. Justorum. 
XVII Die Augusti, MDCCCXXXVIII, 
XC Anno. Aetatis. Suae. 
Amplexu. Domini. | 
Ascendit. ; 


Among the pall-bearers were some of our most distinguished fel- 
low-citizens—Professor Clement C. Moore, the venerable Doctor 
Macneven, the Hon. Gulian C. Verplanck, and Pietro Maroncelli, 
the fellow-prisoner of Silvio Pellico. These were followed by the | 


reverend officiate of the catholick cathedral and Doctor Francis: 
and the funereal procession testified by its length to the general 
emotion of regret created by an event so melancholy 

After the impressive rite of the catholick burial ceremony, to which 
Allegri’s ** Miserere” lent its mournful effect, the body was taken to 
the Roman cemetery, where we learn it is the intention of his coun- 
trymen to erect a monument in memory of their poet. On the com- 
pletion of this a discourse is to be pronounced ; but, however justly 
this may celebrate the virtues of the deceased, to us the living and 
growing love of the letters and song of his native land among us | 
must ever seem the noblest panegyrick of Lorenzo Da Ponte of | 


Cene da. s 





MISCELLANEOUS SELECTIONS, i| 


PASCAGOULA. | 


state of Mississip pi inhabited by civilized peop ile, having been settled 
by the French about twenty years before the founding of New. Or- 
leans. On its banks are yet to be seen many traces of very ancient 
settlements, of which the oldest inhabitants have no recollection 
Pascagoula bay, the grand termination of the principal water 
courses in the south-eastern part of the state, is truly remarkable for 
its beauty and novelty. It is formed by the Pascagoula river, which 
divides itself into two principal branches, about twelve miles from 
the mouth of the bay; and run nearly parallel to each other, till || 
they empty into the Gulf of Mexico. The intermediate space be- 
tween those two streams, is filled up with marsh islands, covered 
with a rank grass four or five feet high. In very high tides those 
islands entirely overflow. ‘The shores of this bay are generally 
somewhat elevated above the surrounding country, and covered 
with large live-oak and other trees, whose gigantick bodies and 
spreading branches bear evidence of having bid defiance to the storms 
of ages; these, with a beautiful white sand beach, give to the 
scenery a romantick and picturesque appearance. The beauty of || 
its situation, together with the salubrity of the climate, renéers this 
bay one of the most delightful summer retreats in the state ; and 
its advantages are beginning to be duly appreciated by the neigh- 
bouring cities of Mobile and New-Orleans, as well as the western 
part of the state. | 
On the eastern shore of this bay, near its mouth, are the ruins of || 
an ancient fortification, appare ntly built many centuries ago. It ap- |} 
pears to have been built chiefly of sea shells. Within this ruin, 
several feet beneath the surface, have been found fire, and frag- | 
ments of a peculiar kind of earthenware, together with many human || 
bones ; among them were discovered parts of a human skeleton | 
of gigantick proportions. ‘The upper part of the skull was said to be || 
sufficiently large to fit loosely over the largest head. All traces of 
a historical nature of its origin have long since disappeared. There | 
is, however, a tradition still extant among the old French settlers 
on the bay, said to be derived from the aborigines who inhabited 
the coast on its first settlement by the French, that this fortification 
was built by a tnbe of Indians long since extinct, known as the 
Biloxies. According to the legend, this tribe were at war with a 
more powerful tribe. After many successive defeats they were 
driven to the sea-shore, where they built this fortification; they | 
were closely and vigorously besieged for a considerable time, till 
their supplies became exhausted, and they were reduced to the last 
extremity. Hope having deserted them, in a fit of despair they 
marched into the ocean and all perished. | 
In the neighbourhood of this ruin is frequently heard a most ex- 
traordinary and strange musick. It can be heard during the summer 
months only, and on the most calm and serene evenings, usually 
soon after sun-set; and it is said to be truly melodious, resembling 
several instruments in concert; the most pertect harmony seems to 
exist in its varied cadence, though no peculiar notes or instruments || 
are imitated i] 
The sound appears to have no peculiar or limited bounds, but | 
seems to be transitory, sometimes appearing to be in the water, | 
and, immediately changing its position, seems to be transferred to || 
the atmosphere ; approaching and receding at intervals: sometimes 
dying away for some minutes, and then sudde nly reviving with in- 
creased energy. The length of time that this mysterious nocturnal 
musick continues is various and irregular ; sometimes but momen- 
tary, again it will continue for hours, and, lingering, leave the ear 
so slowly that it will long dwell in fancy, and the delusion will last 
till we are almost led to believe that it exists only in imagination ; 
and, were it not supported by the evidence of undoubted testimony, } 
it would be difficult to give credit to such a seeming phantasy. But i 
that such musick is heard there, is beyond a doubt. It is attributed 
to various causes, but the one most generally accredited, by the su- 
perstitious of the neighbourhood, is couched in fiction, and linked || 
with the tradition of the Biloxi Indians 


| 
| 
Tue Pascagoula river was, pe rhaps, one of the first places in the i 
| 
! 
| 
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A Touch oF THE suBLIMe.—“ Education” said a member of the |} 
Massachusetts legislature during the last session, ‘* education, like 
a splendid orb of light, stands associated with darkness—made more 
dark by the reflection.” 








\ LONDON SOIREE. 


Being a letter from Emily, in town, to her aunt in the country 





It give you a sketch, my dear aunt, 
Of a party I've been to in London, 
Where poets and wits were not scant, 
Whom Jerdan delightfully punned on; 
He edits, you know, the Gazette 
Which, though rivalled by Dilke’s Athencum 
Is read, they say, everywhere yet, 
In Paris, Calcutta and Siam. 











The rooms were tremendously full 

And the ices provokingly warm; 
But I walked up and down, pretty cool, 

With the author, dear aunt, of De L’Orme:; 
The buzzing of tongues was immense, 

And negus and laughter went round; 
There no doubt was plenty of sense; 

At least there was plenty of sound. 









In one corner I saw seven ladies 


Surrounding a single young man; 

But wherever the smart Mr. Praed is, 
The ladies all squeeze, if they can; 

In the annuals he signs himself * Lillian,’ 
He’s also a speaking M. P.; 

There's not a young bard in a million, 
So tempting a person as he. 










He vastly eclipses Macauley, 
A creature with odious red hair, 

And a voice, aunt, so squeaky and squally, 
It reminds one of Punch at a fair; 

He never once moved the whole night, 
But he sat i n an opposite corner, 

With another detestable fright— 
Mr. Zachary Babington Horner. 


But, oh, aunt! I wish you had seen 

That dearest of men, Mr. Croker, 
Whose wit is so polished and keen, 

It would draw out a smile from a poker 
John Lockhart was just by his side ; 

As he watched the assembly-fantastick, 
I could see o'er his fine features glid 

Expressions intensely sarcastick. 














He passed—and up came Mrs. Norton, 
With a look of command and display ; 
But her husband, dear aunt, is “a short un,’ 
As Philip, our coachman, would say. 

The tall Mr. Bulwer came next, 
Who has published so many nice tales; 
With his weaknesses, though, I am vext, 
And in magazine- writing he fails. 


Then Campbell, your favourite poet, 
The sweetest and briskest of beaux; 
He has only one fault, and I owe it 
To you, aunt, that fault to disclose ; 
For “ Gertrude of Wyoming,” sure 
You never will now care a fig, 
And the “ Pleasures of Hope’’ you'll abjure, 
For the author, oh, aunt! wears a wig! 





Miss Edgeworth, a queer little woman, 
Who had on her head a red turban, 
Looked certainly rather uncommon, 
And fully more rural than urban; 
She is dumpy, and little, and round— 
Miss Mitford is somewhat the same; 
Alas! I have rarely yet found 
That beauty accompanies fame. 
There were Rogers, and Wordsworth, and Moor 
Three names that might frighten a dunce; 
But I counted that night on the floor 
Forty pretty good poets at once! 
As the stars are a hundred or more, 
That furnish the sign of Orion, 
It needs now at least seven score 
Of poets to make up one “lion.” 


What amused me the most, I must say, 
Were the airs of “the httle unknown,” 

Who busily chattered away, 
As if each had a fame of his own; 

There were Blanchard, and Reynolds, and Redding 
And Tennyson, Bayly, and Hunt, 

All smirking, like guests at a wedding; 
All wofully stupid and blunt. 

There was Martin, the painter of floods, 
And total despiser of form, 

Whose pictures seem made of soap-suds, 
Or puddles attempting a storm ; 

Crofton Croker, a small Terry Alt, 
Marching under a bit of a pennon, 

And Campbell, the sculptor, and Galt, 
The author, you know, of “ Southennan.’ 


T. K. Hervey was better—and Proctor— 
And Cunm ng ham better than both; 
And Bowring’s a classical doctor, 
Though his politicks make him a Goth; 
With the rest of these worthies to mingle, 
Came Landon, the brilliant an rw pretty ; 
Will the men recollect she is sing 
Judicious, good-hearted and wi tty ? 





But my taper has nearly expired, 

And my paper as nearly is filled ; 
And, in truth, my dear aunt, I am tired, 

And my fingers are dreadfully chilled ; 
It is iate, and 1 must lay me down, 

Else I'll not have a rose for the spring; 
Oh, aunt! a whole season in town 

Is really a terrible thing! 
It withers the freshness of youth; 

it makes the heart cautious and cold; 
It gives us the duliness of truth, 

For the fancies we cherished of old; 
It has stolen my heroes away, 

Or exchanged them for c ommon-pl lace men : 
My goddesses, too, are of clay! 

I wish I were with you again. 





I wish I were with you again, 

With our garde n, our flowers and our books; 
In the stillness of mountain and plain, 

In the musick of birds and of brooks, 
I might find what I miss when I roam, 

What I weep for, sometimes, til] I am hoarse— 
Is dear cousin William at home? 

My kindest remembrance, of course. 
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ORIGINAL DRAMATICK EXTRAC'" 





LAST SCENE OF “ THE GENOESE.” 


(As produced at the St. Charles Theatre, New-Orleans—Miss Clifton per- 
sonating the part of Montaldo. } 
A Dungeon. Montaldo discovered aslecp. Behind him a block covered 
with sable drapery. He rises, looks at his chains, and seems sud- 
denly to recollect himself. 


Montaldo. All flashes on me now—the dance, the musick, 
The uplifted dagger and the startling ery ! 
Strange, that the shadow of that near event 
Fell not upon my thoughts in sleep! but oh! 
They were transfused into a dream so fair, 
Its golden fragments yet illume my soul. 
But ‘twas a dream! now for reality 

( Turning he sees the block.) 

Ah! here it is—too palpable, too horrid! 
The block, the axe! 


Fiesco. ( Without.) Where is the prisoner? 
Montaldo Here! 


Enter Firsco 


Fiesco. Signor! if there be aught upon your mind 
You would disclose ere silence everlasting 
Palsies your lips, I am prepared to listen 

Montaldo. A saintly confessor! a pious priest! 
Thank you, my lege; I ask not absolution 
At vour hands 

Fiesco Tell me: had you no abettors ? 
Te there no unreveal'd offence, which weighs 
Upon yur parting soul ! 

Montaldo Blasphemer, hence! 
Would you insult me at an hour hke this? 

Fiesco. Be temperate, and goad me not too far; 
Bloody conceptions teem within my brain, 
And execution follows very swift 
Upon conception. I'd not try the rack 

Montaldo. What more than death can’st thou inflict on me? 
My soul was very tranquil ere you came ; 
I would not pour it out in execrations 
Why are you here’ What would you with me, Doge? 

Fiesco. Ud tell you how I hate you and your race! 
In every pregnant crisis of my life, 
One of your breed accursed has been to me 
A stumbling-block, a terrour and a scourge ! 
First came your father’s brother—he protected 
My bitterest foe from my pursuing vengeance, 
But it o’ertook them both! Your father next 
Oppose d my elevation to the dukedom, 
Braved the nobility and roused the people— 
But his rebellious voice the scaffold hushed 
And now 
I hear there ts a rival in ny way— 
I ask his name—the answer is, Montaldo! 
Cross‘d in my hate, my love and my ambition, 
By a Moutaldo! Have I not good cause 


, 


For my aversion’ But, [ laugh to think, 


when f would wed a noble maiden, 


How sure, how swift, how ravishingly sweet, 
In every instance, has been my revenge ! 
Montaldo. Ab! why did not the mandate, blood for blood, 
Impel me when the steel was at his heart ! 
Are you prepared tor death 
lam prepared, 


, , 
*1caco 


Montaldo 

So death will rid me of your baletul presence 
Fiesco. Compel me not to superadd the torture 
Montaldo ‘ : 


In its immortal strength it spurns your chains, 


You cannot reach, you cannot mar the soul. 


Deties your rack, your engines, and your tortures 


Fiesco. To die a culprit Ss jgnominious death, 





To have the headsmen’s careless fir 
One’s snowy neck and parting one’s dark curls, 
To show a white mark for the severing steel, 
Methinks were to be shunn’d 

Montaldo. ( Abstractedly 
Were to be shunn'd! 


vers clasping 


What say you, Doge, 


Fiesco Death! 
Montaldo Ay, by such as you 
Fresco. Listen, Montaldo. I can save your life, 


Raise you to atiluence, 
On one condition, and an easy one 


to rank and power, 


Surrender all your claims to Laura's hand, 
Choose from the wealthiest, the most beautiful 
Of Genoa’s fair maidens, and my fiat 
Shall make the chosen yours 
Montaldo I will not trust you 
And if I would, your offer could not tempt me 
Fiesco “Vis well. Prepare tor death. Ho! janitor! 
Enter Jaxvror 
On my arrival at the palace gate, 
The loud discharge of ordnance shall proclaim 
The signal for the pris‘ner’s execution 
Montaldo. What said the Doge ! 
Janitor That when he reached the palace, 
Should sound the signal for your execution. 


Montalde 


(Exit Fiesco.) 


Well; leave me to myself till then. 
(Lait Janitor.) 


. ' 
So svon 


The evening star! how goldenly it shines 
Through ‘the high grated window ' calm, how calm, 
It quivers in the purple cope of heaven 
Oh, tis fair! And, lst! the murmuring sea 
Swings the broad undulations up the rocks! 
A gush of air! with what a downy touch 
It swept my cheek! ‘twas wafted from some garden, 
For all the bloomy odours of the spring 
Were in that draft delicious. Thanks, kind breeze! 
Thou turn’st aside from lighted palaces 
To cheer the drooping prisoner in his cell. 
Hark! musick! ‘tis some lover's serenade 
Oh, how it floats and mounts upon the wind ! 

(A tune is played.) 
Great heavens! ‘Tis on me now—the wish tolive— — 
Strong, very strong! It drags me back to earth! 
I cannot vanquish, cannot strive against it! 


(Musick is heard.) 


Nature with all her links of power and beauty, 
Humanity with all its ties of love, 
Twine round my heart and will not let it go. 
Ah! I had still felt ready and resigned 
If this had never been—if yonder star 
Had not so clearly shone, and if that burst 
Of musick had not startled memories 
Of all life’s pleasant things, and o’er my soul 
Flung its fine net of captivating sounds 
That tune, that old, that sweet, familiar tune ! 

(As he follows the tune, it is interrupted by a single dis- 

charge of ordnance.) 


It is the signa! ! 


Enter Orricer and Soupiers 

Officer Prisoner! we are ready 
The signal has just sounded 

Montaldo. Well: why wait ye’ 

Officer Must we use force ! 

Montaldo Force ! dare to advance a step, 
And I will brain you with my fetters. Fool! 
Dost thou suppose that I will tamely yield 
God's gift of life at the insulting beck 
Of such as you—that I will bow my head 
Submissively unto the reeking block 
To please a tyrant and his recreant tools ? 
Ha! ye will find obedience not so cheap 
Come! ye may take the citadel, but not 
Till life has left it 

Officer. Guards! Advance, and seize him 

(A roiwe without cries * Stay 

Montaldo. Laura here! 

Officer By what authority 
Hast thou gain'd entrance! 

Laura. (Handing him a paper.) Read it and obey. 

Officer. ** Defer the execution tll you see me.” 
The ducal seal is here. The signature 
Is as it should be 


™ 


Enter Lavra.) 


Laura Do you tarry still? 
Officer. Awhile I take my leave. (Exit officer with soldiers.) 
Montaldo What does it mean! 


Laura! art thou my angel of deliverance! 
And hast thou saved me ! How, how hast thou saved me? 
Those tremb! ng lips ! j read what they would Say. 
Come forth! I’m ready. Oh! the headsman’s axe 
Could not have been more sharp 
Laura Hold! Iam faint, 
But not with anguish. Hear me to the end 
Vontaldo. | cannot hear thee upon such a theme. 
But tt ts jov to ho d thee in these arms ! 
When we last parte d, I was weak and speechless, 
And thou wert ina frenzy. I would have 
The memory of that parting quite effaced 


lm, more gentle, more resigned 


By one more ca 
When time shall have dulled down the edge of sorrow, 
Oh! mav the theught of me beam on thy soul’s 
Lone quretude, in lambent purity, 
Too sad for smiles but too serene for tears! 
Laura. You shall not die, Montaldo. I can save you 
Vontaldo 
Ah, Laura ; 


Ciazing 


Do not deceive thyself with hopes sO vain. 
thou art safe, and here am I 
Why should I not 
Be calm and happy, though the coming moment 
Roll o'er my head the crushing wheel of fate? 
Laura. Listen to that which | came here to say 


into thy face 


Enter Fiesco, from the background, unperce ved. 


*T was to defer, and thereby to prevent 


The execution of the tyrant’s sentence, 

I've vielded seemu gly to his ce mand, 

Giving a written pledge to this effect, 

* To wed the Doge ot Genoa to-morrow.” 
Vontaldo. The Doge! ‘To-morrow ! 
Laura Nay. In patience, listen! 

The peop! 


e even now rise in thy favour 
hy trends are up and 





illving for a rescue 
‘To-morrow’s sun beholds the tvrant prostrate ! 
Montaido. From whom dost bring this strange intelligence 
Laura 
Vontaldo. From Benedetto! Gracious heaven ! There's hope! 
Not on light grounds he gave thee this assurance. 
Oh, I thank thee 
And I thank thee 


From him who was the bearer of this token 


‘To-morrow! 
Fiesco ( Advancing.) 

Vontaldo. Fiesco! 

Fresee Av, Fiesco. A brave plot! 

Ts‘t not a pity that it should be marr’d ! 

Convicted felon! didst thou hepe to shun 

‘I he never 


A 


fo; 
fulling vengeance of Fiesco 


1 thon, meek treason, fair cor spiracy, 





‘ 
Didst think to cheat me by thy shallow arts * 
Thou'rt seasonally | e Behold the block, 
The axe, the viettm—and—what ! ho '—the headsman! 
Enter Orvricer and Sovpiers 
Laura. Ah, no' I do submit to all you claim, 


But spare him spare Montalde 
Fiesco Spare Montaldo ! 
When through the breaking clouds jov's sunshine streamed, 


And to 


How a Montaldo, like a raven’s wing, 





es 


llurements were within my grasp, 


Stull crossed my sight, converting all to blackness! 
And now, when I behold the last survivor 
Of that detested race beneath my foot, 
You ask me not tocrosh him! 1 will crush him 
Montaldo Coward' vour guilty soul still shakes with awe 
At mention of that name you execrate 
And though | am the last who bear it now, 
And though I stand sentenced and chamed before you, 
While you are backed with fifty hireling swords, — 
Stull can I terrour-strike vour shivering heart, 
If I do but draw near, and shout ** Montaldo !” 
Fiesco. (Drawing his sword.) To the block with him ' Drag 
him to the block ! 
(As the soldiers advance, a broad light flares across the 
dunecon, which arrests thei approach Shouts of ** Mon- 
taldo™ are heard.) 


( The tune changes.) | 


the great project to connect Lake Erie with the 
' 


Montaldo. Those shouts! This streaming light! Relief js 
near. 
Tyrant! it is the hour of retribution. 
Come on! My cause is sword and shield enough. 
I fight for love, for liberty, for vengeance ! s 
j Fiesco. Fooled! foiled at such a moment! 
Shalt not escape. Plebeian traitor! die ! 


Thou at least 


(As Fiesco is about to rush upon him with his sword, q 
breach is made in the wall, and Benedetto entering slays 
the Doge. Citizens follow shouting, and the attendants 
of Fiesco retreat. A part of the city is scen in flames 
through the breach. Montaldo’s chains are stricken of. 
and as he receives the congratulations of Laura, an off. 
cer kneels before him, hearing the ducal cap of Ge noa 
Shouts of “live Montaldo, Doge !’") 


{} Montaldo. Thanks! thanks, my friends! Make not this 
sudden joy 

Too insupportable for human weakness 

And thou, fair trembler, lift thy drooping head, 

And toss the lingering tear-drop from thine eye— 

Our trial’s past, and Genoa is free! (Curtain falls.) Es 








ORIGINAL PENCILLINGS., 


LETTERS FROM UNDER A BRIDGE, 


NUMBER ELEVEN. 

BY N. P. WILLIS 
I wave nearly had my breath taken away this morning, dear doc- 
tor, by a grave assurance from a rail-road commissioner, that five 
years hence I should “devour the way” between this and New- 


Close on the heels of this gentleman came ar 


York in seven hours an 
engineer of the canal, who ptomised me as trippingly, that in three 
years I should run in a packet-boat from my cottage to tide-water 
This was intended, in both cases, I presume, to be very pleasant in- 
telligence. With a little time, I dare say I shall come to think it 
so. But I assure you at present, tNat of all dwellers upon the can 
route, myself, and the toads. disentombed by the blasting of the rocks, 


are, perhaps, the most | 


} , 
nple asantly Surprise d—the Y, poor hermits 


fancying themselves safe from the troubles of existence till dooms- 
- 


day, and I as sure that my cottage was ata safe remove from the 
turmoil of city propinquity 

If I am compelled to choose a hearthstone again, (“od knows 
whether Broadway will not reach bodily to this.) I will employ an 
engineer to find me a spot, ifaindeed there be one, which has 1 
behind it or about it, or in its range, which could by any chance 
make it a thoroughfare. There is a charm to me in an in-naviga- 

I like the cit 
but I love haunts 
What 
Hudson but a great high-road'! You may have your cottage, it is 


true, and live by the water-side in the shade. 


ble river, which brought me to the Susquehannah 
sometimes, and I bless heaven for steamboats; 


where I neither see a steamboat nor expect the city 


and be a hundred miles, 
more er less, from the city But every half hour comes twa , 
, , - 


through vour trees, the clang of an untuneable bell, informing vy 


whether you will or no, that seven hundred cits are seething past 
vour solitude. You must be an abstracted student indeed if vo 
not look after the noisy intruder till she is lost to the eve. en 
follow conjectures what news may pe on board, what friends n 


passing unknown, what eclebrities or oddities, or wonders of be y, 


x upon her decks, and by the time 





may be mingling im the throng 
sounds it er 


bell, and another discordant whize, and so your mind is 


remember again that you are in the country, there 


away to the city thoughts and associations, while your body sits 


alone 1 discontented amid the trees 





Now, for one, I lke not this divoree If IT am to be happy, my 
imagination must keep my body company, and both must be in the 


I With all honour to Milton, who avers— 


country, or both in town 


* The mind is its own | ,a n itself 


Can make a lhe of heaven, a heaven Y 


my mind, to make a heaven, requires the socicty of i 


Though my pores take 





pleas re 


morning, my nmagination feeds twice as bountifully, fora 


the sunshine and verdure with my two proper eyes ; and in turn my 


fancy feeds more steadily when I breathe and fee! what she isa 


n. Ask the traveller which were his unhappiest hours under { 
skies If he 1s of my mind, he will say, they were those in w 


driven irresistibly 


nd and his ears deaf in the desert or the 


his thoughts (by letters or chance news 


were 


home, leaving his eves bhi 


strange city There are persons, I know. who make a pleasure 





reverie, and, walking on the pavement, will be dreaming of fields 
and 1m the fields think onlv of the distractions of tow: But w 
me, absent thoughts, unless to be nd of disagreeable circumstances 
are a disease When in health, I am all together, what there ts « 
me—soul and body, head and heart—and a steamboat that s 
daily cut the line of my horizon with h interest enough on boar 
to take my thoughts with her when she disappeared, would, t 





thinking, be a daily calamity. I thank Godt 


Omega lie between my cottage and the track of both canal and ™ 
road. [ live in the lap of a semicircle of hills, and the diameter. ! 
am pleased to know, is shorter than the curve. There is ag 


and wholesome half mile, thickly wooded, and mine own to kee 


l t 


between my threshold and the survevor's line, and like the 


Jock, I shall be 


, ) 


Do not think, dear doctor, that I am jnsensible to the grande 


“*av sticking In a tre¢ 


Hudson by rail- 
road, or that I do not feel a becoming interest in my country’s pros- 
| 

| perity 


nate without fear of falling asleep on a rail-track, or slipping mto & 





I would fain have a farm where my cattle and I canr 








— 
cana:, 
prove! 
preve! 
pre 

carria, 
comm 
bed, | 


such ‘ 


other 
occas 
30 fc 


warn! 


of spe 
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—— — 
Relief js canal, but there is an imaginative and a bright side to these im- || for in love, “a trick not worth an egg,"’ 80 it be new, is worth the Moreover, they go on to say, that when Weber produced his di- 
provements which I look on as often as on the other. What should || knowing. vine ** Oberon” in London, at the special request of Mr. Bull, that 


Here's a precious coil! The red heifer has chew'd up a lace cape, | worthy gentleman evinced about as ardent a relish for it as } 


ne 


prevent steam-posting, for example—not in confined and cramped 
carriages, Suited to the strength of a pair of horses, but in airy and || and the breachy ox has run over the “ bleach and lavender” of a would for milk after brandy, although Mrs. Bull protested that 





1 at least commodious apartments, furnished like a bachelor’s lodgings, with || seven days’ wear and washing. It must be laid to the drought, ‘Sally in our Alley” was nothing at all to be compared to the 

ped, kitchen and servants! What should prevent the transfer of || unless a taste for dry lace as well as wet can be proved on the “ Grand Scena ;"’ and likewise they add. (for there are detractors 
$ sivord, q such a structure from rail-road to canal-boat as occasion required ? || peccant heifer. The ox would to the drink—small blame to him. | everywhere,) that when the Italian Opera-House was established at 
ring slays In five years, probably, there will pass through this village a rail- || But lace is expensive fodder, and the heifer must be “ hobbled"— New-York, Mr. Jonathan said, “ it war'at so much amiss.” and 


attendants road and a canal, by which, together, we shall have an unbroken || so swears the washerwoman slipped away to read the news 
in flames “ Her injury 
*S the gaoler to her pity 


rs, and drink mint juleps, leaving 





te" . chain of canal an} railroad communication with most of the princi- ° Mrs. Jonathan asleep on the comfortable cushions until the “ finale” 
wken of . 





































































































ra. an of, nal seaboard cities of this country, and with half the towns and ob- || ia awakened her, when she cried out “ Bravissimo! Charming! Is it 
< an of f I have only the ** turn-overs”’ left, dear doctor, and I will cover them a S 
of Genoa ects of curiosity in the west and north. bh Mr. Wade" hic! " , over 
_ i ; with one of Mr ade’s sonnets,* which will serve you, should you . 
[ build a tenement on wheels, considerably longer than the ac- 2 se. ssiegne But this, of course, is mere slander. Look how Jim Crow was 
. . . have an occasion for an epithalamium. It is called * the Bride,” and : 
y not this commodations of single gentlemen at hotels, with a small kitchen, : received in both countries 
—_ a L ; . as T », || Should be read fasting by a bachelor . : 
and such a cook as pleases the genius of republicks. The vehicle And truly, most astonishing, most unprecedented, most mira- 
1 } or + > ri per hur 7 " e brieht! , ’ 
hall be furnished, we will say, with tangent moveable rails, or some || Let the trim tapers burn exceeding brightly culous was that success. From the peer to the peasant in the one 
sian * ba 7 } And the white bed be deck'd as for a goddess, : I 
other convenience for wheeling off the track whenever there is Who must be pillow'd, like high vesper, nightly country—from the senator to the wood-sawyer in the other, it was 
r 2 On uch ethereal de the curt eC, . 
) an occasion to stop or loiter. As I said before, it should be arranged || ng Heap a cal wo mae ies ta 1 welcomed at once as something exquisitely comick and delightfully 
sso for transfer to a boat. In either case, there shall be post-horses, || Transparent, parting—showing what they hide, congenial. There was no “ tame, dull medium”—no “ damning with 
———_| = . ‘ . Or strive to ve y mystery deified ' - 
ss upon the English roads, ready to be put to at a moment's || The Geet. weld-onrnet, thet kur bene and bebiinn faint praise All classes adopted it spontaneously. The butcher- 
warning, and capable, upon the rail-road, at least, of a sufficient rate May lie in honour where they gently fall, boy bawled it out in the streets, and the representative of the people 
- Siow loosened from her torm symmetrical 
- of speed. What could be more delightful or more easy than to Like anist Grom cualiaht. Burn. eweet edeers. ture’ introduced it into the halls of legislatior Shakspeare became in a 
fymish this ambulatory cottage with light furniture from your 4 incense at the a aes OF NOt peeeeune great measure obsolete in the way of quotation. The moralist up 
pe . . ns et musick breathe with a Voluptuous measure, ~ 
stationary home, cram it with books, and such little refinements as And witchcrafts trance her wheresoe’er she turns.” lifting his voice against the fickleness and ingratitude of man, and 
you most miss abroad, and, purchasing provisions by the way, travel the political writer denouncing the shifts and changes of party, 
ler your own roof from one end of the country to the other’ . y > y — ’ a equally availed themselves of it, and instead of using the established 
. : : : : | FROM OUR LONDON CORRESPONDENT. i ' o= - 
Imagine me sending you word, some fine morning, from Jersey city, “Ow ve ery turns et 
dear dor. 
to come over and breakfast with me at my cottage, just arrived by , , : 
that hve 1 ' . . = as — o sententiously re Ked i was all just 
Ix = ril-road from the country? Or going to the Springs with a house FACTS AND FANCIES, 
ind New. | — ** Wheela it t it | ist so.” 
: ready furnished * Or inviting you to accept of my hospitality } sla 
n ‘ ; BY WILLIAM COX. 
Came I . wT, . " . . 
os juring a trip to Baltimore, or Cincinnati, or Montreal ! The English atiaied ~ You t o enterta s of the sanity of vour friends. Y« 
n three , 5 \ ' ‘ t } 
: 23 sve anticipated this luxury in their expensive private yachts, with A GRAVE INQUIRY. n e sitting taking your wine with a solemn elderly gentlemar 
Ne se 
hich they traverse the Levant, and drink wine from their own cel- - discussing grave and weighty matters, when, m the course of con 
TT " —“ sli — ; i Who wrote Icon Basailike * : sth “= 
ars at Joppa and Trebizond ; but what 1s that to travelling the same PES RS A Se . versation, some chance word or phrase use ¢« song would sud 
' l ne as the auth of Junius 
Dt in 1 } ’ , t i ' 
jistance on land, without storms or sea-sickness, with the choice of , deuly touch the n-Crow s rw hu e wouk mp 
P — hem ? Who was the man in the Iron Mask ‘ 
ouw mpanions every hour, and at a hundredth part of the cost The What became of the Lost Pleiad ! from tis seat, ** turn about a wheel about” 4 e most lively 
r 8 ° ha iM ‘“ uo i sus aG 
psi snail has been before us in the invention W Mar f Scotland guilty or not cuilty ’ ishion ima mie, b tie ‘ uit a word of rev ‘ hetly 
hermits es as ary Oo é guity ¢ Ot gull 
I presume, dear doctor, that even you would be obliged to fish SE CREE I IE A OE FF “Tae emo OE we esume his ea mW © conversation as before! Now 
| yms ' aa e . a ssian rite his 6 i songs i acph n rit m ; oe : ; ; 
round considerably to find Owego on the map, vet the peopie here for | 9 it appeared, to \ © leas very extr ( ry to see grave old 
’ 7 . tu im 
expect in a year or two to sit at their windows and see all the Dicsk siddlee? unfathomable meeterion! What lesions of Gouke entlenn « emselves 
it mai . u ali ue it Ss « ‘ ‘ ) at us, 
ym and curios as W as the dignity and busi I I ‘ lim Crowism. Like the k 
re snon and curio 78 — is the dig and business Of tiie conjectures, surmises, speculations, have been thrown away upon i 
i S itt vu t whicl TOS] ity ’ } ol vot, tire ‘vo . a is I n ‘ nl were 
ro by is littl r ige, to which prosperity vou! How does the battled cur itv of centuries yet follow on vour ‘ , 
boss OV \ ‘ ol no ‘ 
“Is asthe osprey to the fish, who takes it tral' Much disquictude have ve caused unto the children of Ada : Tany are thy , . , 
- ly sove niv of nature,” 9 : ‘ dy walk Ww t te ed with the me thuous ol 
ve small interrogations ' Many are the volumes that have sprur , . 
ch t r 0 3 . 
satthe joint of a great cross o! northern and western travel. The from vour seed ' ‘ 
iviga ' . i z . | ’ ' _ f 1 
{ ne rail-road will intersect here the canal which follows the Susque E allv dark. mysterious. inscrutable, unfathomable, is the moden MW at we ( ‘ ec va ries of mat He 
ue ¢ . ' ' " t At ‘ 
wah to the Chenango, and you may as well come to Glenmary if |) igd)¢e— Wat cavsep THE success or Jim Crow ope ‘ rs wn pa ‘ 
} te a . — . ‘ ' ' { 
. you wish to see your friend the general on his annual trip to the Posterity, how wilt thou ponder over it ! CONIESS OUE ) ’ . . ave 
Springs. Think what a superb route it will be for southern travellers Couid ithave been the words’ The English lancuage, we make ecisely whe se fo AT OCA ' ess or Jim 
bre s - > . o ad 
Instead of being filtered through all the hot sea-board cities, at great. old to say. contains peat s of poetry which in imagination, power, “"° 
ad es nas > - ’ © 
' % stof monev and temper, they will strike e Susquehannahat Colum- eauty, and delicacy of expression, equal even this gem; and vet 
> 1. and follow its delicious windings past Wyoming to Owego, where, hese never caused more than an ordinary sensation comparison GALRTIES AND GRAVITLES, 
ng you, x. 
turning west, they may steam up the small lakes to ara, Of Could it have been the musick’ Mozart, Hand Hav 
t g on the Chena trac k that exquisite river Dy to the Weber, Rossini, Cimarosa, Pasiello, and others, created airs whi I . u ‘ ‘ we se, to the re 
I awk, and so on to the Springs—all the way by the most lovely | jaye been thou to contain the very soul of musick—the essent ‘ ween | er Madame G 
t-courses in the world. Pure air, new scenery, and a neat and — excence of melody—and which have for vears floated pleasantly, vet 
, ete escape from the cities if the hot months, will be (the || ,oisclessly and quietly, around the world: but they never attaines ADVENTURES IN THE HIGHEST CIRCLES. 
egoists think,) inducements enough to bring the southern cities the popularity of Jim Crow Pal E SERENADI 
me . " 
ank 1 file, in annual review before us. The canal-boat, of course Or could it have been the dulcet tones and divine toft 
: er ! , mace P , } P Ir was a war pleasant ev n Jur when Jove, whe | 
e the genteci thing among the arrivais tn this metropois ica m rer Br im. Pasta, Malibran,. Austin, Wood, have he« , be , 2 ew 6 <u gs . . ‘ : 
renorth and south, business cast and west We shall take our tho t to possess tolerable pipes, and have used them o« na J . . il } 4 nm tw i} wive . 
shions from New-Orleans, and I do not despair of seeing acalé Coes, pose. yet never did they. individually or collectively ‘ sé Jove w ive Oo rved that tl 
. 1) ‘ . “ t t \ 4 . | + 
- € Susquehannah, with a French dame de con mari rostrate the senses of two nations, and cause me youn " = in : : - ' pe . A wn 1. and if 
es, and the Picayune newspaper. If my project trave chides te “ torn abo and wheel about er them at 8 . ‘ on , ; > re tt 
‘ 
ves should succeed, | shall offerthe skirt of my Omega to si dl snaene wel (swe s Jun iwok vay r ‘ seyves ly tteru 
avers— . 4 ' \ ' ti 
aie 5 . } 7 =. as ue } s n 
vy New-Orleans friends as would like to pasture a cow dur Or could it have been that an immense antity of re . a marta pS cael ti re “ee by 
summer, and when they and the orioles migrate in the autumn, s, of the ilities popularly attributed to that race vd bes t amd t f \ ‘ s nd we wish Wives Vv 
we will up cottage and be off to the south too—freeze w! dormant amid all ranks and prades of society, both | aad » les \ , , neinua , ' 
i | . - } t \ ! ! s 
* : oga ; America, and tl like thea cation of a spark to ~ I ft _ wa to liane ’ 
I wish my young trees liked this air of Italy as well as I Phis nowder, merely ignited the mass and sent it blazing { If so ' 8 reads 
£ i days’ sunshine has pinched their thirsty tops. it looks like || » uly Jim developed those slities moat res lently No,” y J nott ! the , 
. ‘ a tae ee . t SS ry. Don'ts ‘ \ ' Jur with 
autumn from my sea Ger the bridge. svO Water save a trickiel i ind America are most undoubtedly the two greatest na = é ale - 
early morning But such weather for pICa-NICK-INg Phe trons ‘ the face of the earth This ts past question, for they It you, no!’ 4 shiv answered Jov l sim ne r 
. kwheat is sun-dried, and will vield but half a crop The dee wear it, and will fight any other stion that ve res to say to the ste i i fer 1 he ‘ 1 
, ne wr th mr r.} } it | , } i we \ ‘ ) 
ot down to the spring-heads, a d the snakes creep to the river trary \ their news; ers, magazines, pa ets. spec es oe . wn ¢ oe time. w n his « ' 
¥ toils at the deep-down well-bucket, and the m orations, etc. assert at ris, arms, commerce ‘ es were \ r Godaw I lous 
I love the sun, and pray for no advent but yours terature. taste, and intellectual ac irements, thew are ist a little is Ww sone 35 i - “ 1 thr P win 
sure , ; , ' - ’ ; w Fan \ t nt as \ illy 
lou have never seen, | dare be certain, a volume of poems calle either cient or mode 4 yet for tw w : _ 
helus 5 ” _ . . , 0 Sy tere x o . low i vy i \“ ) 
M et Cordis Carmina,” by Thomas Wade. It is one of those “TT vise and polished countries they do most extraordinary things It's that « founnle OOM Apolloe.”’ muttered Jove between 
tw } " } i ald ’ " tot “ | 
es killed, like mv trees, in the general drought of poesy, | aiietitimaln ‘us . thev either denominate ores citi« or his ;*Pila i ; 3 : J . 
es , Whatt ‘ ive pe etoes loratina 
con at rth t ’ 7; j 
s stuff in it worth the fa m which it Is printed, tho notick manifestations of popular tecling. moment A truck up. wit in aflected tor » serenade, which 
pis nage ; on | 
Wade takes small pains pe his verse to the commor But there is not anyt rin which they so much excel as in the ‘ id comy ex] ssivil J 
. rehey eentacn 2b y hecans n lool . 3 e . 2 t viv v 1 calmness as could be 
' ension. I mention him now, because, in look — musick. Indeed the capabilities of their people in this Jove \ pega at: ae 
me, I find he has been before me In particular vay have been ! le manifest in &@ most unpre edented manner me md, W i “ ve a cough loud enough to let 
Wwaere a letter is written, and goes beyond me, by specily The veatlemen, of bot lands, frequent ** free-and-easy” establts! the serenader know t t was at home, at ror t up all hie 
} , $risie fee . kK; . : 7 ; 5 . cosets @ all 
Nhere it should be read Phe Peneiled Lett ments, where they co el emselves to endure nch tor the sake court ' stie a t ; Jove strode through them all, 
di . i] . . ' . cant , } ‘ tmust have overwhelmed a person 
ins t ’ mos t nib t ] uv } fert Ie} n ! - ‘ 
apad re among his most enigivie poems, and will give of the singing, and the Jadies labour at the pianotorte until they anv feelu but wi she merely returned with a look of intense 
tueir concluding es as containing a new idea in manave to seduce some one int trimony and have children ; after , ' he shut the raiurhoun with a nowe that came well 
nanave to seduc ne itr mon t 
- . rr bas " ‘ r or ead to s bre te ’ fur 
Trespondence -" h the vocal musick er ely s persedes the instrumental from t Thunde procecded to f hbrary to compose his 
t Dearest, love me st 4 . a spirits 
P | I know new ects must thy spirit fill ; l'rue, foreigners sneer at al. thes, ar 1} maliciously assert that th ' ; 
| But yet l ay thee, do not love n ess s no genuine relish for “ concords of sweet sounds after al * and . . 
This write | where I dress. Bless thee ' forever bless '” . ? é e . PART It RECRIMINATION 
: that to the serpents, the lizards, the owls, the skeletons, the de 1 i 1 for tl ' 
eur ol 44¢ reply has Ty tty cor aside from the final oddity ; Juno!” s the Thunderer, when he retired for the night, 
I 1a8 a very pretty conclusion, aside from the final odd mons, the red flame, and otber disbolical ingredients, was princi (Mend 
y ra ia une, » 
™ Others may inherit pally owing the success of “ Der Freschutz,”’ in both countries. Juno emile plaving with lis whiskers, obeyed his commands. 
pros- My heart's w i perfume ; but the flower is thine Ww . . Sur l stress » accuse you, but 
Tis re r rut blessings round thee throng.” hat msolence Juno, bam ‘ u, bu ; 
rumi- Paes. Saye a — — Accuse me, Jove returned the goddess, innocently 





toa ‘isin your quality as bachelor that you get the loan of this idea, * Published in London, by John Miller, Henrietta-street, Covent-Garden “Can you explain 
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* Explain—what ?” PART V.— THE DUEL. Charlotte, it is my duty as a parent to inform yor t 
“7 asked for an enews Tr, ne a aa" and not for a Tt, — r The morning was beautiful, too beautiful for the purpose which Sitting by a man of very profligate character, who will mar your a = 
Oh, Jove!” sighed ve beauty, as she ¢ lrew off her Cinderella-  prought Jove and Mars to a hostile meeting with Apollo. putation.—Papa; Vice placed near virtue, makes Virtue . T 
lip . ar ou doubt m , 4 Om 
like [ pe Pt yh ay tore , be oy E tees eee oe It was really quite pleasant and instructive to see how very cool lovely, strong, and clear 
sega i fee wan oped — Ys votes. od sa i il the seconds were in all their arrangements: they moved about with You might have had a deal more wit, papa, had you been gover 
macy with Apollo—his whispers—his sonnets—his—in a word, tell ag munch activity as if it were a pleasant thing to be shot. by my mamma.—Child! he who is governed by his wife, aod 
: paused ” ‘ ’ é —Uhu ho is gover iis wife, has 
me, am I Sue le pose: Jove took the pistol with much nonchalance ; and Apollo, Who wis at all “> OSS Re , 
* What , 17” ghouted J now was out, supported * the chivalrous reputation of his family,” ‘id ; ! ee: 
A dishonoured god ceeaee sere. : received the murderous weapon with as much coolness as if it had Tas OOM HOF. 7” 
And have I lived to be thus insulted?” said Juno; “and by  jeen a vinaigrette Brackley Kennet, who was lord mavor of I ’ 
’ t | } 1 o ef”? : . ae . em ; re i t, i or oro OncoNn in 17kH. « 
a you who nk upon yé us own misdoings! I will give the signal,” said Mars, “|! y dropping my handker- | orig a waiter ; and when summoned to attend t as 
Jov ked rather astonishes a ocket a large sill . = Z , ; “egy Pe. - 
Hy P : as . "aes chiet ind he drew trom his poe ket a large silk one cil, to answer for his pusi e td “a 
Ret ember | mS fors ave your eo with Leda Here : * Fang exclaimed Apoilo, “ that scent of yours will suffocate arrival % ' ste P te th apr rc gg i yn 
nlke th Furor and n t oving wife, th ith ; : rr vas announced 1e council-chan r 
overlooked all with Europa. and now ’ eis das etry ae : me: here nar mine, it has a more pleasent perfume; and he handed aad Waal let hi Pc migrate = - saad meas 
friend, I ind the superb goddess looked at her husband with ex- rhly-perfumed French cambrick one. Jord 2 , and let him attend us 
‘ yntemy ~ recent d bet n tr “vers. On S ther } : 
ce contempt. ; ils look their places—the seconds retired—the signal Ina duel between two / $, one of them had shot an 
Tal ne vo nite i bal | ny -n { lv S . j i j } fhe r ‘ ” rr 
Jove found he had got » a scrape; and, as his ghee was given, and the pistols exploded. Apollo's arm fell lifeless at his es of the other's coat. His second observing the - 
0 nst the torrent of repro 1 which overwhe med him, ve tht W  side—Jove stood erect and dauntless. im, declared, that had his d been engaged with a 
himself on his ‘ ch ele ul no aire necd, (like a good many Poor Ay slo! he was wounded in the arm. wo ild verv probably have hot h s] 7 _ 
ely ' y “os & A t ) or yy? : = 
husbands,) and was soon wrapped in oblivion. Of course you are not satisfied 2’ said Mercury. 
—_—— ‘ Satisfied!” shouted Jove, by no means pleased with only THE DOUBLE ENTENDRE 
PART IIL.—THE CONSULTATION, winging his man—* Satisfied ? give me the other pistol !” : Two vivacious girls entering the pump-room at Bath . 
Mercury, however, insisted that as the shot had taken effect, the | fat, ruddy. coarse lady. retiring. Here is beef a Vest 
Jov fered Phavbus to get up an hour earlier on the morning. | affair could proceed no further; and Jove, on being informed that : gett ‘ ae 1 ob 5 | 
, \ : out, said one } s is s dt 
when his carriage was seen ng up to Mars’ Hotel, and, with a such was the custom in Olympus and England, was forced to be alg . At, Tepuc i s 
superb knock, after inquiring whether Mars was visible, he entered content. an eee Ton ee ee rs 
the mansion, Positively I am shocked,” said Apollo, affectedly, as they ban- The ek were never made 
6“ said the Thunderer with ineffable dignity. daged hisarm. “I sha'n’t be able to touch my guitar for a year to To é to fade . 
Well?” returned the child of war. come—it’s vastly provoking!’ N i: her i 
a ae an “ iJ ' ' i : ' os al I i ec cherrics \ ps their eing, 7 
I'm an injure ui!’ returned Jove. No more serenades,” grinned Jove, who was a thoroughly To pl no ot *y 
/ ”” y ri ease nc ther sense thant t of «¢ 
“ What's the matter, Jove inquired Mars wondering. cood-natured god when not put out of his way, and now began to ae wriasctel : ee Vest 
That A ) ‘ think that, after all, considering his wife’s attractions, the “ weak THE ANI E 
“ Confounded puppy!” said the blunt warriour, who was very youth’? was not so much to blame; and considering also that he 4 1 , ’ 
jealous of Apolio s accomplishments would, by his spirit, have alarmed all the other young gods about etre. abe pe : ! ' , 
‘ has had t yssura continued Jove, grinding his teeth, js court sufficiently to prevent them from following Apollo’s ex- versary) the bishop of his diocese to allow n to preae i - 
and working himself into af Hthul passion, “he has had the as ample, he determined to rest satisfied with what had taken place ; no objection to permit you, said the s t nature w 
surance to fall in love with—Juno—with my wife! and they returned from their morning excursion with no more An officer in a dragoon regiment, i review, t 3 . 
* Nonsense ! fatal consequences than Apollo’s nerves slightly decomposed (and | gale of wind. <A private dismounted, presel rote 
F he ?? ‘tapes } n 
“ He serenaded her last night. his arm wounded,) together with Jove’s appetite considerably sharp- | the point of his sword, accide vy made a neture t.<=]) 
“ He's a by n Mars, ened by the keen and bracing air of the morning it. Sam. I would sooner that vou vd ereed my WW 
* He played on his guitar ‘ interrupted Jove The “O man Morn st’’ of the followine day, under the . _ = wil Sete 7 ys N ag 
- he : ( : , ue . “ colonel! Because I have credit with my s eo! t r 
He play!” returned Mars, delight { to fan the flame. head of “ Duel in High Life,” gave a long history of the meeting— tt : = bist P 
Jove grasped the hand of Mars, and said, how Apollo had showna high and chivalrous courage, and how Jove ananees a 
* Will you be my friend had evineed the utmost indiflerence—how Apollo had behaved ina THE IMPRECATION aR 
* You don’t suspect Juno 7 = inost spirited manner, and was only equalled by Jove's bravery May heaven's dreadful vengeance overtake him’ May + oho 
“iftd 1, said Jove magnificently, “I should know how toavenge while for a week it teemed with bulletins of Apollo’s health, until storm of adversity strip him of all his leaves and fr 'M - 
my wrongs! some new piece of court scandal drew its attenuon from this “Duel, forsake his mind. and rest be banished { } 
“ What do you intend to do! in High Lite.” : sip arpa “ary iain 5 — 
To call him out,” said Jove, summoning all his courage: “I days be filled with reproach, and his nights be ha 
waive my rank, and pnt myself in your hands.” TO MY COMPANIONS. morse ! May he be stung by jealousy without ea a 
“ Jove,” replied Mars, “1 cannot allow vou to peril yourself in 3 by revenge without the means of execution! a ! 
this way—the publick good—in short, the publick state of affairs—in WRITTEN ON LEAVING COLLEGE spring be blighted and perish, except one, who may grow 
fact stammered the god, who never could make a speech—“ I will emeeEnE } to his old age, and bring his hoary head with sorrow to th 
take him off your hands.” av c. Ww. RoLNES , 
“ You, Mars! No, the friends of Jove shall never do that from —_———eae THE DILEMMA 
which Jove shrinks himself,” rep! the other grandly. Mine ancient chair—thy wide embracing arms } Ww hv should he be so sharply rebuked? If he has done wr 
And, with this splendid sentiment, he told Mars to do all that was Have clasped around me even from a boy ; mild admonition would be better: if he has not done w 
; . i mn i it , mua tk ‘ ‘ i ua uas ti A PY i 
necessary to Ssettic the mecting. Hadst thou a voice to speak of years gone by, will fall on vourselves 
queens | Thine were a tale of sorrow and of joy, . 
! 0 . Opes ¢ I. h ¢ ‘ars THE PROCRASTINATED CLIMAX. 
PART IV.—THE ARRANGEMENT | t feve red hopes and ill-foreboding fears, | - . . . 
And smiles unseen, and unrecorded tears. | What is vour name? said a gentleman to a porter. My 
‘*T love thee, *twere in vain to say how well plied the = the o . ‘ “a 
) tw 2 Aud thon aay teble~thonch cnwearied ‘time replied the fellow, is the same as my father’s And w 
1 love thee, and no pain my love can quell.’ e name? said the gentleman. It is the sa aye I 
Hath set his signet on thine altered brow, | et meres . : aS SS Tie 1 Wo 
Thus muttered Apol! yas he sat on his sofa composing a sonnet Still can I see thee in thy spotless prime, | are b a your names! Why, they are both alike, said the ai 
P } { P " ae ‘ , he * . } ‘ ’ ’ 
for a supe a yound album, on which was written, in the most And in my memory thou art living now ; | low who was tried at Dublin, { © some private offe r 
brilliant sunbeams, arms Soon must thou slumber with forgotten things, posing ot a g sentence: J rose The sentence of the Mes 
Phe | yeasant’s ashes and the dust of kings | a you bet rgged from rey bank , ay I NER . 
‘ Yes,” soliloquized Apollo, who was an exquisite of the first a aiid: ; : | Thank you, my lord! you have done your worst. Jvnoor—A 
: ; — ‘ Thou melancholy mug—thy sober brown | flovged back ag res 
water, and streve to dress poetically, ¢4/a Byron, “Ido think that Hatt tI (oo . 
. ath s g pens in its ing hue : 
finish is superb; and if she can resist that sonnet, or such an att x . h some ung pe ’ ive nits evening hue, | THE PROVERB 
] > > things lease the st ssc 
tude as this, why, I flatter myself, there are very few goddesses who Not like the things that please the tasteless clown, 3 “ae 
ean.” And he pl ace { himself in one of the most graceful attitudes With gaudy streaks of orange and of blue ; | tis dear-bonght honey that is licked off a thor i 
before the superb glass which encireled his study; and taking up And I must love thee, for thou art mine own, | A knotty piece of timber requires a smooth wedge 7 
his enitar, he threw the blue riband to which it was attached round Pressed by my lip, and pressed by mine alone. {| A man who does not look before, will generally be { > : 
his neck, and commenced the following | There is very little for the rake after the s | 
My broken mirror—faithless, yet beloved, ! poner = scien see ; inl 
2 r - ™ , ’ é nan whose eyes require cour ris ts ( con to « 
STANZAS TO JUNO. Thou who canst smile and smile alike on all, i pasa ‘ gi re ee pee 
. e Ip as an occulis 
Oft do save thee ri turn , 
Dear Juno, by thy heavenly eyes, , yas I le ing thee, — — se | ‘Many things happen between the cup and the lip.” 7 
Of the serenest blue, scorn the siren, but obey the call ; verb arose from the fate of Antinous, one of Pens e's sultors. 1 
And by the perfume of thy sighs, I hate thy falsehood, while I fear thy truth, | was shot by arrow from the | Ul ; 
| $s shot bV an arrov om the bow oO! Livsses as e was ’ 
And by thy lips’ bright hue; But most I love thee, flattering friend of youth. eee _— , - 
es cal 4 . | GTINK 
sy all the vows that love can speak > 
1 ’ rimeval carpet-—every well-wo ires = CONTRAS 
Those vows which I and you know; : H | rt a } I-worn . read | wae Wem aee 
s , » t ry ys 
And by the tint upon your cheek, OS Slowly pared With ts ViTgin Gye ; } When we've nothing to dread from the law’s sternest { 
I love you, dearest Juno! I saw thee fade beneath the ceasless tread, i _ P ve nothing to dread from the law's sternest lrowns, 
3y Love and Hope, a glorious pair, Fainter and fainter in mine anxious eye ; i, ~ wg WO AUER Ms Che Darreter's wigs, bands, hd gowns 
By your eternal grace So tlies the colour from the brighest flower, ae = them, to sue or ac 
And by your all-majestick air, And heaven's own rainbow lives but for an hour. | Than their laughter begins and our mirth’s at an end 
And by your splendid face ; . ‘ = 
By all the hopes that now have past I love you all—there radiates from our own | SARCASM 
f t ast, - ; 
The hopes which I and you know, __A soul that lives in every shape we see ; | It is true you are a member of parliament; but you are too hea 
By all my sun-light overeast, Phere is a voice, to other ears unknown, a log to be lifted to preterment by any court lever 
wna oy agaiiigeete aa er se tate Sapien key. He seems to have invented a new syst i i etnics, W s- Aft 
he dungeoned captive hath a tale ll sonal tne - tw ead of . , : 
arcely had hee cone luded his song when Mars was announced. Of = geon p t th a . to tell, cards virtue as a supe riluity, and rejects eg as an Incun 310e . 
‘ s > > neec “oo t 
“ My dear Mars,” he said, “ how very opportune this visit is! \ 1 ee ee eee This morning, quite dead, Tom was s 
* Sir?’ said Mars, stiffly, 1 have just been composing a sonnet Ant these poor frailties have a simple tone, EE ! a Tanith dees ts Sis 
} ¢ arc " ] . 0 g « il lds T ? 
to the bewitching Juno, and should hike vastly to submit it to your That breathes in accents sweet to me alone. B 0 pe an ave 
1 | t “tis thought, havin ctor Gly rean 
judgment. I do fancy myself that it might be worse. : That t ‘st fell oy sagt spaces ’ New-' 
“ ” ‘tur a “ ° " hat the poor feliow died of the tr . 
Apollo,” returned Mars very. serious ly, “mine is a different SPECIMENS OF RHETORICAL EMBELLISHMENTS, I oe 
errand: your days are numbered, VITUPERAT 
Apollo looked alarmed ‘ _ 
“ Your attentions to Juno,” continued he, “ your glances, your THE REPARTEE. Our language has no term of ré proach, the Jno 1 of dete= towar 
‘ , * ’ : bette ian fo i Rae “Wee .o , 
oe ; “ee teye ~ ' 4 sighs, your se 1 nades, hs a at last pro- Tt is a fine day.—It generally is when a viper is abroad. tation, that has not already been | ty appiied to ind ex The fi 
voked you ing, and he has 38] , F hanat ne fi 
oT « eha commana sioned me to call you out. Madam; mv lord is dying for you.—I mae he was; and that he %4¥ ed 
vis is confoundedly awkward!” began the poet. RE ox eas } ‘ He is one of those who would not s« e ta om Sap wane Lag 
* He’s a dead shot!” may never again importune me on the subject of love we NOgIZE 10% 

Apollo looked solemn. A loquacious blockhead, after babbling some time to Aristotle, CT™me Mat has beeen committed, trom the r {A . — 
*T am a dutiful subject,” he continued, “ and to raise my hand observed, that he was fearful he was obtruding on his ear.—No, no, 8 Me fast burglary recorded tn pe a tthe Old Ba X 
against my sovereign—"—and Apollo cast up his eyes theatrically. replied Aristotle, I have not been listening He has a fine head e hair, and I trust that th stice ol G some 

3 . anam niait . P 1d wail i 
Mars was much too knowing to be done in this way, and looked A quaker, in a stage-coach with an officer, observed that his oon plait it mto a halter, as it did Alysalem’'s; a : es j meces 
’ } , } e ) i ne _w ne } nat } ® ‘ 
with great contempt. - sword was very troublesome.—All my enemies are of the same opi- | '"§ 41™ Of some tree will spec dily snatch him to ex as al 
* You never would refuse the meeting ?”’ he said. nion, replied the captain ; 
“Why—no ot exactly; s , — aes , 
hy—no—not exactly ; but suppose I was to make a sort of a A link-bov, one very dark evening, asked Dr. Burgess, the \ PARDONARLE oct , . : f 
kind of £ £ AN UNPARDONABLE omission. —Poets some es show a f firs 
- . . > ht? “nlied the doc » . . , . 
“ Apology?” queried Mars, in great disdain. pre he r, if he would have a light Ne replied the doctor, [ am one | bad taste, not only in their commissions, but als ' missions tica 
“ Why no—not exactly— but a kind of explanation.” of the lights of the world. I wish then, rejoined the boy, that vou! Grey omitted in his ‘ Elegy’ a verse 1 orig v be ec! N 
1 , » hu ¢ ,@ alle » I live s very - - Vator 
*T tell you, Apollo, it really is all in vain; Jove has determined | ‘eT hung at the end of the alley where I live, for it is very dark and which we think at least « jual to the best of se W y he ; 
the 


to pumsh your presumption, and your apologies will be of no 2 Raee 
punis I I dy polog eof n cue aueunonienes. t d. It was as follows ne 











service. 
Apollo looked very blank at thisintimation; but throwing a brag- A figure, by which a person renders the proposition of another of ‘Here scattered oft, the earliest of t r ii 
gadocia air into his manner, he told Mars he should refer him to his : counter effect ™ y hands unseen, are showers s i uents 
friend Mercury, and bowed hin out with all the coolness of a prac- A fs n wins abeoos , os i | 
tised exquisite. Terpin took my mare from the stable, and rode to York, without io ene g taste a 
my knowledge and consent: which I term a felony.—It is true, he |, Byron said the above was equal to any part of the ‘“ Elegy.” as } on 

j tto tit Hs ris “ue 


did so; but it was no theft; forhe rode her to your yard again, | wondered the author could have the hear 


and tied her to the rack. | was guilty of quite as bad taste himself sometimes wane 


* See the Morning Post, which accused Lord Castlereagh of making 
* sweet eyes” at Grisi. 
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eee > 
i ” > > > > - ~ Tre ’ nA? _— r ; 
THE DRAMA. TO READERS AND CORRESPONDENTS. Yankee far A new e, represe reset ye 
sa 6 — =a — Yankee character is < e | 
r your re. , : : . : ” formed etd é0 conundre P 7 eatres t is 
€ Tac Park —Vestris—the delightful, the charming, the fascinating, on ere . es ara © . — I . ‘ ! s ‘ ’ 
= thetr solutions u nan an » . , ut 
‘immortal’ Vestris, every night at the Park theatre! he which should be cautton’ ali wh . coun . s we ‘ s names \i 
N vorverns a : one Vg a aay 3 i= unravel these knotty witticrsr ” . wher n ‘ (i B M \ er Sw \\ . 
fe : gudwence are in raptures, but the criticks are ina quandary about evening, the young ladics and gent sa he as d \ ray r , ‘ 
“Ss lO » tai iotes Shakspeare, id says, “age cannot mar, nor At last he himself pretended t rve Att upon an exe . t a © characte ‘ cew ve bee 
” ” , , were mute af the wee a from the « ‘ | at | 
stom stale her infinite variety; another pronounces her the most Scandal.” *“ Why,” s ng t y sag us ; _ 
shed actress that ever stepped foot upon the stage,” and a third || g out ofa green pea The 7 I ; F - 
20. a Mm het ; Irs : 
as ugh rg nto the nee / ‘ ‘ j 
vs away his stop-watch, green spectacles, square, rule and ith vs F ' W Menon y . 
i nd g } fort the publick “th . : n't you knor i we vot Faith, » ) ‘ 
‘ a ss, and gravely informs the publick “that it is in vain to 
* ona am ‘ . t oe B . was the co n td we th urs of ** 4 s.T \ eW I l ex . 
gsure or Jt her by any standard or model ever seen on this side |; “ Q in a corner,” and “ Q Many articles are under conside hn with the | - 
Atlantick Of Mr. Matthews thev speak in less exaggerated we pr ved an , ’ & nit = 
- ne + ‘ S5 , compelled to omit or def man imira commun s for wan Macazine Is ri 
oem of commendation—one calls him * a will-o’-the -Wisp actor,” room 
< . . P ’ \ ur aes 
«ith which he (the critick) is very 1 h iother, “‘a rare / é : ' ’ 
, \ : 
' ~hiy } ld ! 9 } “ ’ | a wa y y , Vs t Mau ‘ 
gaz. and a true chip of the old ek, I a master of I HE NE \\ \ RI MIRR R 
: ; naan 4 NEW-YORA MIRROR, aaa 6 
_g craceful dancer, a good vocalist, and, altogether, an . ' 
ns As an actress, we do not et i ‘ vy He S 1} 
, a= SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER $s unriv ‘ f 
Ves . even in her most favourite parts, to Miss Tree ‘ , d 
: . The principal m her performance is in “ Willetts's N S G | P - 
; . h / ’ 4 
singing ng can exceed the effect of the executi n Dis » ON ’ e.—We me Ce ow ‘ , \ 
| little song, ** I’ve no money,” in the * Loan of a Lover.”’ . WeeKs since, that measures were progress tor recove : \ 
| es husiasm of the audience to the highest pitch. In, vestiges of ancient Carthage, renowned in poetry and history tor t 1s, 3 sw 
” , , , . } 1 nal nn r r ’ 
Don Giovanni,” which is richin beautiful and popular airs, Madame | 5€T Dido and Hann Sur Grenville Te ' © last ois 
stris is deservedly celebrated. The little allegorical exfrara-| months, been employed in making excavahions On this Classics s TER 
of the * Drama’s Levée,” in which she made her first appiear- His labours have been well rewarded by . rly intere 
, ance. was not calculated to convey an adequate impression of her coveries he has made. ©n the site of the t of Ga »' . 
vers. There are many good hits in it, but they are mostly local, | Juno Cerlestis, the great protes é vy of ( c, he 
} , ‘ has } 1 , } ‘ 
r a character to raise a laugh out of the meridian of Lon- out seven hunered ¢ s, v : es sand ¢ 
. r 2 ' es { ’ ' , ‘ TT t 
The quarrel between the Legitimate and the Illegitimate, wate. But the most remarkable of 4 scoveries Is that of a villa l \t ‘ 
= ] 3. Was Very amusing, and the appearance of the latter person- situated on the sea-shore, hitec feet . . ni . It 
MW a 3 trap-door, with thunder and lightning, together with his Eight rooms are « pretely ¢ rs ‘ t Arm tO | t t ome t 
‘ P equin dress and fantastick anticks, was quite in character prove that the Ise ’ A y gre Phe w an 
following stanzas, sung to the tune of “ Jim Crow,” Madame are painted, and the floors are beautifully paved LICK, t 
7 } } } yarn , ‘ Von ‘Y Y , « 
Vestris was inimitable, and the satire did not scem to be disrelished Same manner as se of Pompe . Her a By POpee Dear . A trie 
4 
< y bey bearers great varicty of subjects, s 1 as e «de s, bo « New \ rk MI 
ad SONG BY MADAME VESTRIS. female, different species of sea-fish, 1 e plants, a vessel! w forded me } sure 
The Surrey !—well that name, alas! female figures dance on deck, a ‘ v val of my ' 
May wake the Drama's wo, riours , Other portions repre t s, horses, le ids, tigers, deer e, « i er ‘ ' ily 
*Twas there she went some time to pass zebras. bears zelles. } s s the like l 
he s) , 
. ge ¥ um SACI 4) I s ‘ e ass tort 
y i ght its stage . ‘ 
cit were lo j t a ’ ers s (ireny ‘ yas 
e to know ° 
t, and wheeled a t, covered in another se « ri cs of great res ] ‘ ‘ 
Vr n ( N classick stude wil i ve sé 3 n excite v the t é vy family ‘ 
et that Elliston ann cements of t © « eres place, w il former 
) en s test part . — _ 
a , 7% rts ) ran ww P / ‘ \ st 1 er of Bentley 
That Dibdin made e’en Fashion run A : ’ | . amber of 4 , cr ! 
T és ¢ =? et 7? Mis« nv co ns co < two ’ an wi : 
My To set M 1 Lo in’s Heart : I ong i \ com op Ame . ely bee ve ed { ‘ 
Shakspeare and where Walter Scott ‘* The Dead Clear: y our f 1 C. F. Hoffman, la ver es 
’ ‘ ‘ ‘ 
I ; Had un to grow, S y Paris y a ver frie 
t s i si sTot . s ‘ 
I wa i . ia spot, ‘ | | ‘ | 
p To jump Jim Crow ‘ c a 
= = ‘ : i ol ‘ ‘ 
. Mrs. Richardson, in the character of “the Bi h Dram I 1 ba very « ne y te | 
a e comn y ve 
\ 80 iumenting the circumstance that all the best actors . ‘ ve ythe I 
— ‘ ‘ ‘ “ y 
wiresses of the Lond stage were sent across the seas I ] ( I n Palmyr ‘ { ] 
“Ss ip” at ri } yndon .- In this r ec. the city fj 
I'll not endure it more—for any Price.” , ‘ ‘ cep 
: , a ae . .. myra is brought 7 , re its ri ind strous , | ; 
‘ The pathos of the song, adapted to the tune of “* Yankee Doodle, . 8 
; beauty In announci Anew ¢ of Stephens’s “lr ents « | 
' > one : g 
ally » touching. John Bull kas a right to complain ae : . . 
. Trave I pt, ete.,”” t Lo Literary Gazette savs—* It 5 , : 
Yankee Doodle comes to town, ( ‘ - , y ; ‘ 
treats of piaces of pre cr » and a eV : : | : 
x Likes a clever actor, , ‘ i ve sim i \ . ever 
} } made on the author niind are stated 1 most et ©! er : ‘ 
1 » and ngs him down, P i vas esteciit 
I Like a malefactor ! Phere are doubtless many Bur ean ers, WHO Wi ns . oe ‘ ette 
Ss, Why Packs him off to Live rpool, to answer the amiabl juiry Of the | > roh Review—* Wh | a t : 
t ‘ \ a < 
s g By the rail-road handy, reads an American book , 
: 7 eem ‘ 
Leas ng me to play the fool, . 
With any Jack-a-dandy 0 tius d ‘ The reckless cor ct of some f rom! vere a t 
} } P 1 f f rt t streets \ t eym ive \ ‘ ‘ 
wns (nT from me each hope to cut— DUS Urivers, and their furious uN of da ‘ ' wee = 
3 With rage 1akes me tremble !— with their huge vehicles, have | ne matters of general complaint lust FEspec ) ! 
He killed my C and to a But- One would suppose that the numerous accidents which have resulted ‘ ess about my a ‘ vi v; thal 
—? Pann pa ’ : See ; 
L re ia ed my Ka » Kem $ from omnibus racing, wo i have put a stop to the pra e: butit ‘ ‘ ( ( { I ‘ ‘ 
He took my J’oiwer o'er the sea, . , P : o | 
st most vari } ous t vide ‘ , 
Of both my Woeds bereft me 2 on ne . ' . , ; — 
, ony T le \ ‘ ’ , ‘ , 1 , ’ ‘ t I t t ‘ ? 
0 202 And robbed me of the onlv JTree Phe fault that these —-* eden 5 ty does no dies ; : 
That cruel fate had left me ! the city authorities tw those citizens who, after having been 08 Mie « ary y 
. ve , 1 ‘)) " 1 enh ‘ ] ' t) solene rr «anes f +} ‘ » at As ¢ M As i el i 
liter Vestris, at the Park, comes Miss Ellen Tree, who w ected tO ti orence OF Feces wes « ‘ s jen 
brief engagement, and appear in one or two new parts. Although omit to enter their com aints at the proper place Phe nuisance ve y share « 
—_ 1 "s 1 : } } teal tat ’ to f ‘ < 
s, we believe, her third year in America, she does net appear to so ‘ ited uf cst were made at the P 
\ ‘ . “soft thoes vat the 5 wT ‘ , ‘ 
ive lost an iota of her attraction for the theatre-going peblick of mayors ofhce, by those who ¢ : , . 
‘ , eed co vl t ‘ 
\ew-York. Notwithstanding her last engagement was during ( . / 7 ' , 
’ x 4 
, , . ( y arrive, T pray { 
ionths, she nightlv drew large and fashionable audiences. We , : 
that Messrs. Carey, Lea press a new , = 
t if the } Lean ak ontes ae te eames 
re : li there ever has been an actor Or an actress in the country, novel. by Mr. Kenne . the memb ’ 1 author of of the w ae af s 
wards whom popular favour has been less fickle and capricious , ' acme — } 
. ee " ‘ : or Swallow Barn and Horse-Shoe Robinson. It is entitled, “ Rob of gen fe . 
‘he fnends of the drama will regret to learn that she departs for , " lS, | 
™ : the b “ a tale ol ] ee, and the scen¢ 8 ial ‘ ; ‘ t© F { 
; = 2 . ee , cervil ( ’ 
. er Hoigiand the ensuing summer Who shall supply her place And . ‘ " ‘ 
‘ it A new work trom the pe of Dr. Bir the author Calavar ve ‘ , 
\ ©20 answers—waiho ? . , ; 
——— a the Giad m N ny ‘ W ‘ ut ‘ rks ol ex t sumply the } ‘ 
God w Nationa THeatRe.—Mr. Forrest has just terminated a very ™erit, is also announced. The winter's stock of new books pi drafts of their ignorance « ‘ ‘ é 
$ ‘ ‘iecessful engagement at this theatre; where Signor De Begnis ™!S€5 tO be a pren! . » as much credence as we ‘ cd t ‘ »> the su i 
is also been performing. As a buff rer, this artist Buildings P — All who return to the city are struck with adventures of Baron 4 
sidered, not only in Londo: . se ‘ And I be ave, mv } the fect 
seTou, ND ny in Gon ‘ nan the great improver ; ‘ ft Park le by th a4 i 
' t hrst-rate talents. If an Italian ra can be organized in Ame-  yemoval of the old Bastil There is 1. of re. Order to co ce y \ ‘ \ ' 
. s the very person to do it. He made quite a sensation at the — moying all the buildings « se the on of occasiot to appeal tot te t 
al, and gave the best evidence in the world that he is entitled «the City-Hall. It would bet 1 to the advantage of the prospe era that Mrs. S., xe s e, Otway and ¢ 
the wide-spread fame that preceded his arrival in this country { this were done If we have any edifices there, let them be such '¢t lah © ¢ 
W i. } } e ol} ; 
; ave frequentiy heard t! late Signor Da Ponte speak of the as are not discreditable to the architectural taste of the citv I : ne, whien u reet 
ents of De Begnis the utmost enthusiasm. We sincerely , —— and h I believe f to the 
e that the Italian opera is not doomed to perish in this land of Talf new tragedy of the “A an Captive ythe pr t of the reverend ‘ ‘ ; ‘ 
. “ste and refinement. Celeste is soon to have possession of these | author of * has been brought out at Covent-Garden with im-| being the fair reward of her valu siterary ia ery 
Y » ‘ ! ? es : : 
~ards. Mr. Manager Wallack is making preparations for a brilliant), mense applause. Macready and Mrs. Warner made a great hit in’ respectfully, and troly yours, ‘ uNE 
season. He has innumerable novelties in preparation. the characters of ‘bhoas and Ismene Hartford, Conn., September 12, 1825 
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HOW DEAR TO ME THE HOUR WHEN DAYLIGHT DIES. 
THE WORDS BY THOMAS MOORE—THE MUSICK ARRANGED BY SIR JOHN STEVENSON. 


SLOW, and to be played very smoothly. 
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SECOND VERSE. 


And, as I watch the line of light, that plays 





% —— —— - — — 
2 @ @ -€ -- oe — -e- -o -e oe Ss Along the smooth wave tow’'rd the burning west, 
| ial w I long to tread that golden path of rays, 
— ” — a And think ‘twould lead to some bright isle of rest! 
—— e—*>3-3-4-7 = 
5-4 ee gt ee 
: A si -e ley euiates: Ccocmeaaedectee r ‘q 
‘ 2 ee = 
oe” ~ 
F Micuaet Anceto.— Michael Angelo’s seal represented three rings, POOKS. 
HMisceltlan g. enclosed one within the other, as ¢ xpressive of the union which he — ae — nnn LTS NO 


Covracs.—A revolutionary patriot used to relate an anecdote of 
a man he knew when a boy, whe had been a soldier in the old 
French war. On one occasion, the English, auled by a colomal 
militia, of which he was one, were besieging a French fort some- 
where in or near Canada. In front was a space of the forest levelled 
by a tornado, and beneath the fallen trunks the besiegers sought 
shelter from the sharp fire of the fort—all save this one man. Like 
another Ethan Allen, he stood upon a tree elevated above the rest, 
returning the enemy's fire. His companion below hailed him to 
know if he had any bullets to spare, as he was out ; the 
* Hang you, come up here, you can catch a handful a minute! 


reply was— 


THE bEST WAY TO CONQUER A counTRY.—It isa singular fact, that, 
since Napoleon's unfortunate expedition to Moscow, the city of the 
ezars has been inundated with French artists, dancing-masters, 
musick-masters, barbers, and tradesmen and shop-keepers of 
possible description. Mr. Stephens, in alluding to this fact, 
* Foiled in their attempt with the bayonet, they are now advancing, 
with apparently more feeble, but far more insidious and fatal wea- 
pons; and the rugged Russian, whom Frenchmen could not (in 1812) 


every 


says, 


conquer, bows to the supremacy of French modistes and artistes, 
and quietly wears the livery of the great masters of fashion.” 

Tue Gute srream.—A writer in a late number of the Knicker- 
bocker, suggests that the warmth of the weather in the Gulf Stream 
arises from the fact that some portion of the Bay of Mexico covers 
a vast volcano, the heat of which warms the water. He further 
supposes, that, as the waters of the bay cannot spread themselves 
to the north, 
tion, and are aided in this tendency by the law which causes heat to 
maintain an equilibrium. 


south, or west, they are forced into an easterly direc- 


SHAKSPEARE MODERNIZED.— Two loafers were spouting the other 
day, in front of “the bank,” drew from his 
pocket and said, “ He who steals my purse, steals trash.”"—“ Yes," 
replied the other, “and he who filches from you your good name, 
takes from you what you never had !” 


when one a wallet 


Fiarrery.—What a blot it is upon the memory of Alexander, that 
he could be so weak as to be pleased with his courtiers imitating his 
wry faces! 


} 


| proverb, **is an owl—the most solemn of fishes, 
most solemn of beasts, an ass—the most solefnn of men, an ass 


had made in his mind of the three arts of painting, sculpture and 
architecture. Michael Angelo lived to a very great, yet healthy, 
age. In the beginning of the eighteenth century, the Senator 
Buonarotti caused the vault to be opened at Florence, in which his 
body was deposited. It was found perfect ; and the dress of green 
velvet, and even the cap and slippers in which he was buried, were 
entire. He appeared to have been a small, well-set man, with a 
countenance olf great severity. 


old 


Straw sonnets.—In 1817, when straw bonnets first became ge- 
it Was common to trim them with bunches of artificial wheat, 


on which the following lines were written 


neral, 


or barley, in ear ; 


* Who now of threatening famine dare complain, 
When every female forehead teems with grain 
See how the wheat-sheaves nod amid the plumes, 
ur barns are now transferred to drawing-rootms, 
And husbands who indulge in act 
To fill their granaries may thrash 


Time's Telescope, for 1833, 


Thales to these 


ve lives, 
their wives >” 


LonNeRVITY OF ASTRONOMERS.—In the 
there is a list of all the emiment astronomers, from 
of the last century ; and out of eightv-tive only twent 
; five had lhved to between ninety and a hun- 
between 


y-five had died 
under the age of sixty 
dred; eighteen between cighty and ninety ; twenty-tive 
and eighty ; seventeen between sixty and seventy; ten be- 
fifty and sixty; five forty and fifty; four 
thirty and forty ; 
~The reason that the Chinese permit no wo- 
country, or marry a “ foreign bar 
barian,” is a tradition, that when China is conquered, it will be by 
the a barbarian, by a Chinese woman. Afong Moy can 
never return home in safety. 


seventy 


tween between and 
between 
CHINESE TRADITION, 


man of their nation to leave the 


son of 


EPIGRAM ON A LADY WHO BFAT HER HUSBAND. 


hither, Sir John, my picture is here ; 
What think you, my love, don’t it strike yout 
Can't say tt does, justat present, my dear, 


But I think it svon will, it's so like you 


Come 


says an ancient 
an ovster—the 


SoLteMn THINGs.—** The most solemn of birds,” 


” 


also. 


Leave to enjoy myself. That place, that does 
Contain my the best companions, 1s 

To me a glorious court, where hourly 

Converse with the old sages and philosophers ; 

And sometimes, for variety, I confer 

With kings and emperours, and weigh their counsels; 
Calling their victornes, ff unjustly got, 

Unto a strict account; and in my faney 

Deface their ill-placed statues. Can I, then, 
Part with such constant pleasures, to embrace 
Uncertain vanities ? No: be it your car: 

To augment a heap of wealth: it shall be mine 
To increase in knowledge. 


books, 


Watts.—The following method of forming walls in Ind 
, 
long been in use in that country, though very recently made know 
here. The walls are first built with moistened earth, like st 


called cob-walls m Devonshire ; they are afterwards, when dry, so 


rounded with a frame work, at a proper distance, to suy port hre 
wood, in contact with every part of them in different stages, sot 
the quantity in the lowest stage 1s the greatest: this, as it burns 


bricks to the thickness of ten inches 


that they 


bakes the walls like 
These walls are 


} 
and last lor centuries 


down, 


so strong, resist the attacks ol flood: 


SMOKING INTELLIGENCE. —Cigars seem to have had their dav— 


their novelty has ceased—they have now no charins for the ¢ 


ty little 


He- 





since almost every shop-boy and di urchin sports a rea 
vana in the streets. Common short clay pipes now claim precedence 
znd many ventle nen, dressed in the st style of fashion, may 





seen nightly enjoving the fumes of tobacco from short duheens 
parading Regent-street and the principal thoroughfares in that neig 
bourhood.— London paper 

Hore.—Hope is a flatterer, but the most upright of all parasites 


for she frequents the poor man’s hut, 
superiour. 

Variety.—“ Variety is the 
as he was chewing wax, leather and tobacco, all at once. 


of life,’ thought a shoemaker 


spice 
Spice 
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